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And called it Rugc- mount, at which name I darted, 

Bfcaufc a Bard of /reland told me once 
~ /ihottld not iiue longafter /faw Richmond. 

Buc. My Lord. 

King, /,whatsaclocke? 

Bhc. /am thus bold to put your grace in rninde 
Of what you promifdc me. 

King. /Fell, but whatsa clockef 
Buc. Fpon the ftroke of ten. 

Ki-:g. Well, let it {Like. 

Buc. Why let it ftrike/ 

King. Becaufe that like a Iacke thou kcepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
lam notin thegiuingvaineio day. 

Buc. Why then rdoiue me whether you will or no/ 

K. Tut, tut, thou troubled me, /am not in the vainc. Exit. 
Buc. Is it eucn fo /rewards he my true feruicc 
With fitch deepe contempt, made I him king for this/ 

O ict me thinkc on Ballings, and begone 
To Brccnock, while my fearefuil head is on. Exit. 

Enter Sir Francis Ttrrell . 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudte deed is done, 

The mod arch-adl of pitteous mailacre, 

That eucr yet this land was guiltie of,. 

Dighton and Forred whom / did fubbome 
"jMjU To dothis ruthfull p eccc-of butchery, 

‘ Although they were fldhtvillains.bioudy dogs. 

Melting with tmderncifeand kind compalTion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad dories: 

Loe thus quoth Dighton laic thofe tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth For reft girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafterarmes, 

’ u>c** Their lips like f oare rcdRofcsona dalke, 

Which , in their font mer bcautiekift each other, 

~~ A bockeof praiers on their pillow laic, 

Which once quoth Forxeftalmod changd my minde, 

Buc O the diucl ! there the villaine dopr, 

■£) ^ Whilft Dighton thus told on wefmothered 
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The moft replenifiicd fiy.ee t workc ofnature, 

^ Tiiat from the prime creation cuer he framdc, 

They could not fpeakci,and fo/ left them both, 

To bring tins tydmgs tothebloudy king. 

Enter king Richard. 

And here becomes. All bade ray ioucraigne liege. 

King. Kmd Tirrell .am /happiein thy newes / a-+to 
7 ir.fi to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Begcty our happinclfe. he happie then, 

For it is done my Lord. 

Emg. But did ft thou fee them dead? 

7 tr. /did my Lord. 

King And buried gentle TirrcH? 

7 ir. The Chaplaineoftlje Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in vvhatplace/donptknow. 

King. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper, sz£ 
And thou (halt tell theprocdle of their death, 

Meanc time but thinkc how / may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy delire. Exit. Tirrell. 

Farewell till foone. 

The Tonne of Clarence haue /pent vpclnfe, 'j 

His daughter meanly haue I match tin marriage, 

The fonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for 1 know rhe Bnttaine Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly orethecrownc, 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newes or bad , that thou come ft in fo bluntly/ 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy V/elchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill his power cncrcafeth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me morencare 
Then Buckingham and his rafhleutcd army.* 

Come , I haue heard that fearful! commenting, 

. Js leaden feruitor to dull .delay, 

Delay leads impotent andfnaile-pac*t beggery, 
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